
y teld flinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from thy bofome plucke a flower, 

Ciiard itl pray thee with a lurking Adder, 
Whofedoubletongueihay with amortall touch, 

Throw death vpon thy Soueraines enemies: ’ 

Mocke not my fenflefle coniuration Lords : 

This earth (hall haue a feeling, and thefe ftones 
Prooue armed Souldiers ere her natiue King 

Shall falter vndcr foulc rebellious arnacs. 

^kW.Feare not my Lord,lhat power that made youKinj, 
Hath power to keepe you king in fpite of all*, 

The meancs that heauens yeeldmuftbe imbrac’t 
And not neglected. Elfe hcauen would. 

And we would notjheauens offer, we refiifc 
The proffered meanes of fuccours and redrefle. 

slur#.. Hemeanes,my Lord, that weare to rcnufic, 
Whilft 'Bulling through ourfecurity, 

Gro vves ftrongand great in fubflancc and in power* 

Km%. Difcomfertablecoofin,knowft thou not, 

That when the fearchingeic ofheauenishid 
Behind the globe that lights the lower world. 

Then theeues and robbers range abroade vnfeene, 

In murthers,and in outrage bloody heere.. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proude tops of the efterne pines. 

And darts his light through eucry guilty hole* 

Then murderSjtreafons, and deteftedfinnes, 

Tire cloake ofnightbeing plucktfrom off their bacOces, 
Stand bare and naked tremblingat themfelues: 

So when this thiefe, this traitour3#%6w%. 

Who all this while hath reueld in thenight 


Shall fee vs rifing in our thronethc Eaft, 

His treafons will fit blufhkg in his face, 

Not able to endurethe fight ofday. 

But felfe affrighted, trembled at his finne. 

Not allthc water in the rough rude Sea, ■ 

Can waih the balme offfrom^n-annoyntcdhJng. ^ 


King Richard the Second-, 

The breath of worldly men Cattffotdepofe • 1 

The deputy elected by the Lord, ' jV ; \ : 

For euery man tha tH iflhn^btook^ hathpretl, 

To lift fh'revvde fleele againfl: our golden crowne, 

God for his Ric . hath in heauenly pay, 

A glorious Angel : then if Angels fight, 

Weake mer* muft fall, for heauen ftill guardes die right. 

Enter Satifh. r,*?:,. j.ri; ■ • 

Km. Welcome my Lord : how fane off lies your power? 
Satifh. Nor neere nor farther off, my gratious Lord : 

Than this wcakeanne ; difconifort guides my tongue. 

And bids me fpeakeofnothing biit-Defpaire, ' - 

One day too late, I feare,my noble Lo: 

Hath clouded all thy happy dayes on earth, , 

O call baclce yeflerday, bid Time returne, 

And thou fhalthaue tweluethoufaud fighting men: 

T o day , to day,vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowes thy ioyeS, friends, fortune and thy flatc ! 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead. 

Arc gone to 13 u/ingbrooly } dtf per &$md fled. 

Jut#. Comfort, my liege, why. lookes your Grace fo pale? 
King, But now the bloud oftwenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And till fo much bloud thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foules that will be fafe, flie frommy fide, 

For Time hath fet a blot vgon my pride. 

Anm. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you are. 

King. I had forgotmy felfe,AmI not King? 

Awake thou coward,Maieftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twentie thoufan^ names? 
Atme,arme,my name a puny fubiett flakes 
At thy great glory, looke not to the ground. 

Tee fauouritesof a Kingyate we not high? 

High be our thoughts, I know my vnckle York*: (heere? 

Hath power euough to, feme our tutne : bvitwh© comes 
*• SttterSeroope. 

Scroepe, More health and happineflfe betide j 
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